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Ask  me  not  to  tell  the  charm 
Agnes 

And  that’s  the  way  she  sarved 
me  out 

A  yonng  lady’s  “No !” 

A  chapter  on  Light 

Amid  the  songsters  of  the  grove 

By -gone  Years 

Bright  Phoeb  us 

Christmas 

Constancy 

Dear  Janet 

Evening 

P'arewell,  I  cannot  think  of  thee 

Gallant  English  Tar 

Hark  away 

Home  of  my  heart 

1  should  like  to  be  a  policeman 

It  was  a  dream 

1  love  her  1  how  I  love  her  ! 

In  that  devotion 

1  first  loved  thee 

I  love  thee,  ah !  how  well 

I  wish  I  had  a  thousand  a  year 

Jenny  Wren 

Love  and  Friendship 

Little  Kathleen 

Let  me,  like  a  soldier,  fall 

Little  Hose 

Mary,  I  believed  thee  true 
My  heart  is  gaily  beating 
My  heai't  is  on  the  Rhine 
Nan  of  Battersea 


O  Lucy,  darling 

Oh,  the  mutton  was  so  raw 

Philip  the  Falconer 

Pit  and  pat 

Returning  from  a  foreign  shore 
She  shines  before  me  like  a  star 
Some  poets  praise 
Shells  of  the  ocean 
Song  of  tile  sexton 
The  mighty  sea  my  realm  shall 
be 

The  sailor’s  funeral 
The  prophet  his  standard  is 
rearing 

They  who  would  still  be  happy 

The  Donkey  Steed 

The  Sailor’s  home 

The  Harp  in  the  air 

The  dream  is  past 

Turn  to  me,  love 

Trot,  trot 

'  The  kiss  and  the  tear 
There  is  a  form 
The  gardener’s  calendar 
The  poor  little  maid 
The  queer  little  man 
Vegetarian  dishes 
When  I  played  those  tricks  so 
charming 

When  Cavaliers  shall  bear  the 
sway 

When  you  and  I  were  young 
Will  you  love  me  now  and  then 
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SOME  POETS  PRAISE. 


Some  poets  praise  tlie  violet’s  hue. 
Some  the  lily’s  whiteuess.* 

Some  Scotland’s  bells  of  bonny  blue 
Some  the  rose’s  brightness,  .. 
But  Ob,  give  me  the  beather  bloom  \ 
That’s  on  tne  wild  leaf  bio  wins:: 


So  sweet  it  scatters  its  perfume. 

Where  thoms  and  weeds  are  grow  n 
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Some  poets  praiee  the  mignonette, 
Some  the  honey  flower, 

^  there’s  a  sweeter  fragrance  yet 
Within  a  jasmine  bower ; 

oh,  give  me  the  heather  bloom. 
That’s  on  the  wild  heath  blowing  ; 
so  sweet  it  scatters  its  perfume. 

Where  thorns  and  weeds  are  growing. 

SHELLS  OF  THE  OCEAN. 

One  summer  eve,  with  pensive  thought, 

„  I  wandered  by  the  sea-beat  shore. 
Where  ott  in  heedless  infant  sport, 

I  gathered  ^ihelis  in  days  before. 


The  splashjnff  waves  hae  mu  *  icmU 
Responsive  to  my  fancy  wild; 

A  dream  came  o^er  me  like  a  spell-v 
I  thought  I  was  again  a  child. 

I  poop’d  upon  the  pebbly  strand. 

To  cull  the  toys  that  round  me  lav  • 

®  ^  ^  band,  ^  * 

«  by  one  away. 

By  toys  our  fancy  is  beguil’d  •  ^ 
to’ age 

And  then  we  leave  them  like  a  child.»»- 


tb«4our 


The  Kiss  and  the  Tear. 

Words  by  Henry  Howiurd  PauU 
Music  by  Lindley. 

When  I  Srstsnw  the  tear  in  thy  ssbl- 
telling  eye, 

Vd  ns7e  kiss’d  it  awsy  had  not  others 
been  by; 

But  the  happy  and  heartless  were 
laughing  aronnd, 

And  the  gem  of  pure  feeling  fell  cold 
to  the  gfonnd. 

As  we  linger’d  to  part  where  the  pale 
moon-beam  shene, 

W&tha  heart  thritlinf:  rapture  to  lost 
only  known, 

I  deem’d  that  son^t  earthly  could 
add  tomybttasb 

Till  ihy  tear’s  sofh  anriiantnient  was. 
iMin  thjkiM, 

Wn  U«niig«  alikM*  tmiiranih.l1j 

OMldltdi  if  I  toi.dih.it  Iht  Ua  OT 


Diear  Janet. 

[Murie— at  D»v<4seii’*.] 

I  dream'd,  dear  JMMti  tint  kll  the  earth 
Bow’d  down  to  thy  beauty’s  misrht ; 
Tbeflashing meteor  ill  heav’n  had  birth, 
Yetenvied  thine  eyes*  sw  cet  lij?  ht; 
The  rosy  dawn,  and  the  blushing  ete, 
Totbee  did  their  light  consign  ; 
Thanishtingale  lefr  his  rose  to  sing 
Xo^y  chMk  ita  sonirdi^^ioCf 
Dear  Janet,  dear  Janet. 

And  then  the  lephyr  its  sphst  dress’d 
In  the  perfume  of  swret  flow’rs, 

And  joyeusly  to  thy  cheek  it  press’d, 
And  thy  tresses  made  its  bow’rs ; — 
lIlHi’d.thy'laoe#  and  inrdmaas  ilike 


f  pour'd  loilh^its  fOBtle  Aur, 
i  a  it  slolalmi  ^  gssaatr  iips  m  kus 
8i^  «<^d»to  say, 

^Ikiw  JsMl,  dear  Janet; 

When  Ike  Anal  wither’d  lntcnp*d  m; 


And  ta  oaaimy  iMrowiannmmer’s  heat, 
In  malms  i^sre  the  cold  enow  lies ; 
•ad  then  1  ehanf^dtothaAsphyrdear, 
I  knelt  at  thy  bsmity^  shilae, 

4nd  fas  tranWort  end  passion  hmith’d 
the  lore 

Of  a  heart  that  is  wholly  thins, 

.  Ooav  Janet,  dear  Jaaat. 


Pretty  Jenny  Wren! 

The  rich  dimplisg  blossosas  that  grow 
round  her  sill 

The  soft  gentle  eephyra  with  adid  per¬ 
fume  fill ; 

A  sunbeam  Is  nestling  ’mid  ‘faids  of  hep 
hair, 

'Twonld  seem  that  so  angel  had  ratted 
it  there. 

A  tulip  if  handing  ^  graceful  attire, 

Ja5t  retting  its  stem  on  thn  stiings  ef 
her  lyre; 

It.  M  Mddtof  •’«  to  hw-lto*  ■>U 

the  learas, 

mttf  Jway  Wn.  I  ,rMt/  Jewy 

Wr«a! 

AUh  tor  Jt>  CMdMM,  fto. 


Agnct. 

.  Fum  •• 

Word,  by  £nT.  WMm,. 

Bly  ever  gsnUe  Agnes, 

Ify  friend  in  former  years; 
Oh  1  why  that  look  of  sadness? 

Come,  dry  away  tliose  taara. 
But  for  ybur  roice,  dear  Agua^ 
[  might  hare  gannnatmfi 
Led  on  by  youthM  ssmimMm 
Till  loat  in  JPailjli  wns. 


You  hid  yoaHsoakjumWAiMMbr 

Within  your  losing  huinii. 

Yen  wem  her  rirmffrrt;  Amma. 

When  called  to  herSSSi,. 
She  wished  none  bat  w,,AgnSB, 
Should  fill  her  piano*  awd  diod. 
Three  dreary  years  of  sudhoss. 
Since  Doralured,  hawssAedi 
Fulfil  her  wish,  dear  jMus^ 

The  last  wish  ofthas|EiA 

Should  Dora  loek jAmsn;  A(pMi^ 
From  her  biiglit  ha—  ahusa. 
And  see  us  bteat;  dBaudmau— 
Blest  with  eumroiiMm  hhsa. 
She’ll  raise  a  aiBi|;:ni<|dhiuam» 
That  you  nbti  lirrrtl  solithi. 

Fill  her  place  now,  my  Agnao*-' 
My  loving,  tender  wiSa. 


'Little  Rose. 


w.«» 


Lft  ilmig  by^ 


hMu  lloee^  Ml  ofmlseliief; 

Laughing  all  the  live- long  day ; 
Merry  as  a  chirping  erioket, 

Xmd  mid  flowers  loves  to  atsay. 
BMAiteAoattBf  round  her  foeehaad, 

[  ^jmpMiluuuauAA  dreamy  ahr, 

la  aay,  half-partad, 
andkisauie  if  yon  dara.^ 

TWiiM  Wwaloaao  sweet  and  winsoma, 
vMt*  it  is  soma  fairy  diaam  I 
almas  like  silver  linger  round  me 
Asthe  musienf  ststresBu 
litOa  Posu  Buss  fas  cottage, 

All  emhsmered  in  a  dell  ^ 

Front  e#  whiie,  and  wall  woodbine, 
WherelAe  Mnnets  love  to  dwelL 
There  tnki  hweu^.  Rose  is  happy, 
flunshins^  flowers,  leaves  of  green— 
Bevelling  hfr.poeap  of  uatme, 
j«fone  mens-happy  e’er  wsis  seen. 


Sit' ami  Fat. 

Written  by  TTaiwy  Huwaid  fhi 

A  hesa  I  had  ooee  on  a  lime, 
At^huadsansa  fettiartoe; 

Who  wom  mastachass,  daaced  At 
Aadiothce  graeeo  kaew. 


Jenny  Wren. 

Wordo  hy  Henry  Howard  Paul.  flflflfll[ 
by  Miss  O’Connor. 

Pretty  Jenny  Wren! 

She  sits  at  her  lattioe  o’ergrowing  with 
fiovtcrs. 

Where  myrtles  and  woodbines  are 
twilling  in  bow’rs ! 

Her  voice  is  as  sweet  as  the  lute’s 
richest  strain, 

She  warbles,  then  tires,  &  then  warbles 
again. 

Her  notes  arc  so  lovely,  so  earnest  and 
clear. 

The  birds  and  the  butterfiies  oft  pause 
to  bear. 

They  love  her  gay  flowers*  her  songs 
and  her  lays. 

And  trill  ibelr  sweet  notes  as  an  offering 
of  praise. 

Pretty  Jenny  Wren  !  pretty  Jenny 
Wren  I 

They  trill  their  sweet  aofas,  fl*. 


Did  I  ewaor  te  me  one,  l^dheMae  lo 

|i«.iMboth. 


Constwncy. 

Word,  by  E.  T. 

Air— ^Aplaee  in  thy  memory  dearest.*’ 

May  bleeeiiiis  abide  with  my  fondest, 
Wherever  ho  goes ; 

May  happinem  sweetest  and  longest, 
Dell|^  his  repose  ; 

May  no  harm  eomc  to  him  ever. 

May  nothing  cause  him  to  tear. 

May  nonglH  lead  us  to  sever 
The  love  we  bold  so  door. 


iBCOMtaneyl  ne’er  thall  thou  enter 
Our  heart*#  fond  embrace, 

MFo’!!  haaish  thee  as  a  has*  tempter. 
Them  worst  of  thyiraoc ; 

Wo  wtli  Uvo  Amt  each  cither,  tbo’  yonder 
Mough  seas  moy  divide  for  a  while; 
WeTl  bo  true  to  oaeb  other,  an^  fonder, 
IBI  hidltd  by  each  other 'a  smile. 

Them  days  that  shall  see  us  confessing 


with  rtfmeBbrance’s 


WflflalliishuM  liwiaiin; 

Oflfliilp^uueampi  m  luarways , 
BMttdMhhndbuodaugars  passed  over 
AflA  thuofcdhdU  Hepe?  htigbtaii  our 


OiBlliim*«dBtoiM'Coafifm  deck~ 
flhhB'eur  gidda  ho,Hhroagh  life’s 
•tormy  sea; 

With  Lova,  we  will  ne’er  fear  a  wreck, 
While  gelded  by  true  Conatancy. 


r 


Torn  to  me,  loTe* 

*11^  to  met  love  I 

^f^'^SnstSSiSSi. 

TaarifflwiiSSiS^ 

Sm  eUiWB  S*&mSel<Kht 
Hii>^«umi  me  tiU  in  dtlliwietTwiie; 

tlMiiniMfaHr«leamt 

▲wftvtftwaj,  iliOtttiiTioMtaMit 

ra  Y*M7iv«vi«li  ewiftpa  e^ 

Oil!  la  it  not  dieine  to  ihiiikt*** 
WMfaoUonaitdioMrMI’A^ 

•*!!  the  pleneU  aeeoM^  wunk. 

The  heart,  that  little  world  of  oitri« 

^  t^idfktr&ediowey  woM  drealOt 
Th^thep  awak’d  ita«iMeteitpow*Mt 
Aw  ill  tnu  atuhiailoa  thorel 
Xiiiine  once  more«  and  theo  1  .^Jt 

p>»f4»y  wottU  tn.  nonn^iUy  leat ; 
Therot  doee  tiiat  languid  trembling  ere, 
And  awoftit  diiBoawofediae  gani 

Aa  ■ooB  aa  night  thall  tU  her  eeal 
Upon  tin  eyea  edmOi, 

j  I  will  twi>lt>^ 
TonMIlBita  lUarMlMt*^  I 
OfVo^T*  ■kill  MrimUgkt 

8Mnt  M-Olwwiwlittolriphttft 
WhkhaMB  awMt  MhMit  tfaalglit 
UnliMurdt  lay  kiwwijf  i—rttliowl 

Eyeninig. 

Tbc  MB  k»t  dipt  hit, (lory 

kowtdlMtMa, 

A»i 

Baraaelip*^  kb  brilliaBty.  . 

Hm  moon  eoiw  fall  Mid  — Hoir  I 

■MdMlHicgrHoiid’M'Uili. 

Aad  Bk*  tauw 

'Wlnr*  kb  r«yt  «i»  wot  10  db. 
ThobiMOlwrO’MsdiMdAroBi  tlMpiiif, 

And  lookdowipMrd  oo  Ike  aigktj 
Add  Am  tlBly  bhr  b^oofii« 

SIroBi'tM  ibiiMb  kWtk  Jib^Lb 
Heovmi'*  b«Hi(|r  b  dbdoiiMt 
At  the  d»y  dnkoiii  jMb'wMl* 

And  thobtitekbd  bdokby 
-'Wbb  brtmi  i^db  kwMt. 

Tko  ii|AyMytBiay  .ayUaC 

Tbroock  yoa  toakiiirhbg  grorc, 
AbiMkotMOW  iAm  MMy<4teg 
Oa  ikt  brnr  oarof  loro. 

'Tki  akoobAHMr  drfocolbg, 
rXa  Ifco  kioA  «aokawra  togwllb 
\lklehtataMadi»aa  lab  rorooUagt 
akIboaiMMboaaibalaaUM.  t 

The  130130/8  Home. 

WkM|Ti0iDg  o^tko  Moantoia  wort 
Tko^aMkMOboflbatMr  bmrt, 
A-aoMO'bM  dioylW**  ] 

Ho  Iwgki  otwogar,  imiloo  »a  ||b 
Audrbhnkb^«».aii«oM>-oaM«t  i  < 
]foraolMk*«tikatroiya  t 
«*|l4tMb«\»^Mkobbr  kbAaoaij 
Tib  tMbib'‘k('0»  roibo'o  tono.- ' 

Aii'bhoaobkkaia.  <biU  oaodybbadb 
Hbgoi’roat’oaM  IuoBceaor  iMido, 

To  okoctteb^  kwbb  lot ; 
Wikbim^JdletlHiaaiDlaamiBa  Ludne  iMiB 


To  bra^  tha  bardakipa  of  the  main. 

For  well  ha  koowa^dce. 

In  dght.  where  daub  tarrife  awaya, 

The  taiierebateifuliy  oOeytt 
Where’er  doty  called  ; 
no*  round  blai  wounded  aiaeaaMdts  Hep 
Andteara  ed>|ut(pdtmliia  ay% 

He  nerepamada  appati’d. 

For  wan-hu^kaowit  dee. 

GeUent  Soglirii  Ter. 

Alfj'  Itetuitt  off  the 

There’a  one  wheie  Ijtittleoe  courage  yet 
hat  merer  lae*eiii  Mt. 

Who  guardu  wHh  bedl  b»  country’e 
woahonr  fmdba  aad^onr  rigin; 
But  tho*  hio  alioiift  an#  mdy  arms 
■proadahaToe  in  ita  blow, 

Ovf  qeiiaeer#.naA  t^  aiwi  wfOWdhe 
firtt  to  aparedhe  lee  t 
He  foeke  net,  -  thengh  nrernd  jdery% 
about  may  betme-pWdldfiljA^ 
no  ^nittpA  wiiit^wricho«t%  aigl^^ 
jdelda  hit  par^ig  bieath 
Ho*a  Mlome*  biiie^niiii^^ 
in  pcmsoniylwye,wr  war, 

Hare^  to  the  bra^  upon  the  wafo,  the 
gaUantBngliohlero  / 

Let  but  the  aona  of  want  come  nigh 
and  teHthtlr  tale  lehiint 
He’Uchida  th^egresAar  wnenlng^  whBd' 
Ha  own.almgAoea^pf^AM 
Cheer  up,  he  etiee,  weaUemel^nieet' 
the  atomaawettee  eahm, 

3ut  turning  OB  hialMieltMAi^ai^lW 
guineaalmlhehrniijliqat 
I  He’ll  hear  nolong  eaetten,  Imtdallgea  < 
ereijinaa. 

ata  bom  to  aet  a  brother’a  part  and  do 
what^ood  ha  earn 

Ac. 


ThwAadk  Idme  jadiUt  tind  unMda  M 
lattorle^aMailyhnaatt 
Bears  mommirealhmiaer  khan  dheatagl 
and  eradaauast^-^ - 
(The  tithe  of  iidlfmivhig  bdaiwiay  aaahn  i 
the  laadMmB^aiialht 
Bat  natnre  proudly  owna  him  aa  her 
child  adateiuag'wnrth,  \ 

FiUnp,  fdh^^biNqMroiqMrvf^  j 

Hoit  frankattd  di«e*aiM§iifl’e«mr,  ] 
tbettoBof  Bieaea. 

Bi*a  Mieni*  boart,  Ae 

-  -----  -  --T  -  --  -  -  -  - ,  -0.1 

She  shines  he&re  me  Me 
AStiur« 

{From  ttieX)|»e^^M^^ 

CMnaioe^  CkMancrn^^ 

Bheahinee  before  me  like  a  star,  I 

By  day  el^iMtk  Where’er  1  be  | 


By  day  elWMVWhere’er  1  be  I 
AlMk  rtaihwwfM  foHeirlhr 
O’er  desert  Imnda^^car  tridk)csa  sea. 
She  wibleteiiedi^  Wetbin  hor  eyes. 

Its  tender  hnea  and  dm’niar  ^esi 
And  dherif  Ihe  ^  Im 

DUttgAtia  tendi  her 

*Tis  iiel  Aw  heaelib  Aiaabity  lair, 
Thatetealeeach  sense  enwnmtefway! 

sat^oee  fineea  lacA  aniiare— 
Tho*  earth  may  boast  none  dear  as 
they* 

Face,  mien,  and  motion,  and  Bie.tone 
Of  wetoelfaid  IdTuahiinifif inisbtouMi,  i 
Upon  this  heart  wouht  keedlm  'fall 
!(|ilha«*  «  *kataWnMthw*«lll  > 


Nan  of  Battexaea. 

Fr«p.fh*‘Op«|»ofi*StaB!Bk 

HoowkL” 

[Mnate  bA-Ciibtbn 
The  0ki,ifb  >«fcbli  )iikor 

preard  'Tj 

Waa  rea^far>tkkafll 

“sas^saar  •• 

8heat>eveteimaatth0ibirda.&i  m% 

AndmoteiluiiMiPdtebe;  _ 

"Cheer  op,**  erfad  l!bpib 
eometedk 

To  Man  ttmtUnmT" 

■  Fon  aeren  tanf  pam  -mn  paaNttd 

gpnu^ 

And  feata  aad  iMmet  ffeift 
And  thenlAe  tidhtgacdsia  ^  ?iA 
Thalltbm  it  yea  tmi  dr  >wd’d. 

She  heard  the  newaimbo  at  a  te|Sa 
8od€dptieriiiUery<>- 
lAnderetbeweA  Wiaout  shedUla  J 
Poor  KaS  of  Sitieraea  I 

The  ’Dortluf  Steed*  '5^- 

.  Bill  Knight  is  on  IdaaatAe  agaia^ 

To  fight  l<uig  Jpe  he’s  going,  ■ 
Poor  Sarah’s  hi  Iheutdlde  gate,  -  ^ 

And  fast  hartaaremiwflowing, 

WeU  may  ^  biml,  lor  he  ndilht  M|a 
The  moke  he^o  tMuer  ericd  her; 
Byeed/O  speed,  mjr  donkey  ctaUf; 

Come  up  with  Atruaep  w  a  rider* 
(Dances  te  the  leat  pert  of  the  T%St4 

And  after  many  hours  you  know, 
Shehcase  thewdUdaeAerg 
And  learee  the  lonely  crib  mgalB, 

And  nmcA^1dal?l*e^y/m^^^ 

Seys^  he^  a  Now  iopaai  I’Uotuud  eMBt 
nun,* 

AndaheBduepdewn  hedde  yar, 

I  O  ape^,  O  tnaed^wq^dookay  ataeif 

]&m«puikM»irBaipefB  ddsB, 

Sha  hears  a  lot  of  lushy  chops 
Who  swore  they  lest  thm  moBsy, 

Thill  VHa’  a  loH  ^ 

.  MThen  aha  asariBnierdthadouheydli 
FUrdnf  wllheuiB  ei^ 

My  heart  is  >  gifiiy  fcdsl- 
»g- 

TfOglOplB. 

Hy  hearth  gailw  liaelhag, 

Its  fsatsBae  adiMBe  I 
Each  jaileua  cafeSeeftitg, 

Be^  leue  me  fioBee 
WhW  joy  wrUbhemiiie, 

Howosei -efo  4aiU  gUnce, 
WheB-dre^acd  put  so  fipig 
'We  leoddowmihe  dance# 

Village  bellf  tmging, 

While  1  amalnging,  Tra, 

TkiUrlae;lae 
Ci|t  fortune  .be  idiud, 
wbcB  aim  etTes  fiasours  thus  t 
1  sm  am  mtit  U  kind, 

Softotshrease  of  ma* 

He’ll  BSI  gB  to  tea. 

But  fbr  hpupy  athome; 

I  When  laainfedtp  tne. 

He’ll  ne’er  wish  to  roapi. 

I  ViilegeoeihbJMt 


-THE  QUEEN  OP  A  DAT.*' 
Huiie— at  Alleroft’i. 


Farewell,  I  cannot  tTiiwV  of 
thee. 


Farewell,  I  cannot  think  of  theet 
And  cheek  the  fallen  tear ; 

From  love  myheart  henceforth  1*11  free. 

With  ev*ry  doabt  and  fear. 

I  weep  not  at  the  wreaking  wind 
Nor  dre»d  the  stormy,  sea. 

Though  both  may^nrre  hntrue,  unkind. 


Tiiey’re  notao  false  as  thee.’ 


The  sea  runs  high— the  ship  dips  low. 
The  wild  waves  overwhelm. 

The  crew  are  lash’d  above— below. 

The  helmsman  to  the  helm, 

on,  rage  on,  thou  wreaking  wind  I 
Roll  on  thou  stormy  sea  I 
Ye  cannot  be  more  uise,  unkind* 

Than  love  hath  been  to  me. 


Beturning  from  a  foreign 
shore. 


Returning  from  a  foreign  shore 
To  all  1  love  the  best. 

Upon  my  native  land  once  more 
My  feet  contented  rest. 

Ah !  none  can  tell  but  those  who  roam. 
Or  all  the  feelings  pfize. 

When  first  a  long  forsi^en  home 
Breaks  on  the  truant  eyes.  ' 


•Twas  here  my  childhood’s  days  wel'e 
past, 

’Twss  here  my  youthful  heart 
TitrubbJLd  with  its  first  love  and  its  last^ 
Though  faded  since  to  part. 

!  would  not  give,  of  this  fair  land. 

Did  all  belong  to  me. 

The  littje  spot  on  which  I  stand 
For  kingdoms  o’er  the  tea. 


There  is  a  form. 


There  is  a  form  that  haunts  my  sleep, 
A  face  that  fills  my  dreams. 

Brigt  eyes  that  o’er  me  watching  keep. 
But  cease  when  morning  beams. 

At  morn  my  bosom  lonely  feels. 

My  waking  heart  must  pine, 

For  slumber’s  power  alone  reveals 
That  guardian  face,-r-’tis  thine. 


There  is  a  name,  the  live-long  day. 
That  lingers  on  my  tongue  ; 

A  voice  that  in  my  car  will  stay, 

With  freshness  ever  young. 

And  oft  that  name  hath  murmur’d  been. 
When  slumb’ring  1  recline ; 

The  form  and  face  my  dreams  have  seen; 
That  voice  and  name— are  thine. 


Amid  the  songsters  of  the 
grove. 


Amid  the  songsters  of  the  grove 
"  He  hath  the  sweetest  voice. 
Whore  thrilling  lay  u  taught  by  love 
To  cheer  his  feather’d  cholee. 


Amid  the  glittering  stars  da  high. 
The  one  that  shines  mdet  bright 
Is  love’s  own  star,  that  gems  the  sky 
With  heaven’s  purest  light* 


When  Bummer  gaily  deck?  the  earth, 
The  sweetest  flower  that  blows 
(A  blushing  emblem  of  its  birth) 

Is  love’s  own  flower— the  rose. 


Oh,  ask  me  not  to  tell  the 
charm. . 


Oh,  ask  me  not  to  teU  the  charnu  that 
won  nl;  roving  heart ; 

1 11  try,  though  langnage  still  most  fail 
herbeautieitounpart  I 
Her  eyes  weft  blue,  and  evdry  g^aaee  a 
world  of  love  express’d. 

And  told.you  more  than  warmest;  words 
have  ever  yet  confess’d. 


Her  voice,  whene’er  she  spoke  or  sung, 
you  could  not  well  persuade, 

Of  those  who  listen’d,  which  it  Was  the 
sweetest  music  made. 

Her  rosy  lips  you’d  love  to  kiss,  but 
then  you’d  pause  awhile,  ^  » 

Because  a  kiss  would  interrupt  the 
sweetness  of  her  smile. 


And  then  the  even  pearly  teeth  her 
smiling  would  dispose,  ] 

While  in  her  cheeks  together  bloom’d 
the  lily  and  the  rose. 

Her  form,, nor  low,npr  yet  too  tall— and 
free  from  cv’ry  art, 

Was  just  enough  to  take  and  press  her 


fair  face  ’gainst  my  heart. 


When  Cavaliers  shall  bear 
the  sway; 


When  OmU«H  ah.!!  beair  the  .w»t. 
And  Roundhead  days  are  waning, 
I’ll  turn  my  coat;  and  do  as  they— 
Uphold  the  powOr  of  reigning. 

For  if  ’tis  fair  an  honest  m^n 
But  as  he  sows  may  retm  H, 

He’ll  get  together  Mi  he  can. 

And  when  heW  got  it  keep  it. 


Let  fools  of  independence  pfate, 
liTpofitics  most  dreaded. 

One’s  conscience  is  the  thing  to  ] 
If  through  it  you*re  beheaded* 
For  ’tis  but  flur  an  honest  man 
But  as  he  sows  may  reap  it, 

If  gone  his  head,  he  never  can 
Get  anything— nor  keep  it. 


Let  change  of  ministry  arise. 
Which  can’t  be  long  retarded. 
My  views,  so  liberal  and  wise. 


Ought  then  to  be  rewarded. 
For  since  ’tis  fair  an  honest  man 


••  ^‘^^ws  may  reap  it. 

He  11  get  a  place,  whene’er  he  can. 
And  show  ’em  how— to  keep  it. 


Phillip  the  Felconer. 

[Music— at  DulT  and  Hodg8on’8.3 


Young  Phillip,  the  falconer’s  dp  with 
the  day. 

With  his  merlin  on  his  arm. 

And  down  the  mill  meadow#  has  taken 
his  way. 

To  ^wk ;  and  pray,  where’s  the 
harm  ? 


Aiaiui  i 

PbiJUjpte  italwiiiil;  andPhillipisronnar, 
And  Philiip,  they  say,  has.  a  musical 


tongue ; 

The  miller’s  young  sister  is  fresh  and 
Is  fair. 

And  I^ip  he  always  is  haWking 
there;  ® 

He  vows  and  declares,  believe  it  or 
not, 

’There  is  not  in  the  kingdom,  for  hems, 
such  a  spot ; 

And  falcons,  they  say,  to  fly  true  to 
their  pre^. 

Should  be  trained  in  the  morning 
early* 


The  miller’s  to  market^  to  bay  hip 
iowe  com,  * 

For  work  it  .1^  a«Witutf 
A  maiden  i*  loitiiMtig  luMer^W 
thon^ 

Tbinka  the  mill er*a]roan,aitterwonld 

make  a  flood iwifoT  • 

Andsa  comis  a  whisper,  Imd  so  comeo 
a  smile,  / 

And  then  alongleave^akeing  over  the 
stile.  V 

OhI  when  he  returns  from  market;  I 

The  ni]§ller%rill  find  hefs  a  aister  the 
^  less; 

For  maideng,  they  say,  do  not  alwavh 
say  nay,  - 

When  they’re  asked  In  the  morning 


I  lore  thee,  ah  I  how  well. 

Sung  by  Jetty  TrefiCk 
Why  from  these  looks  so  fond,  my  love 
Why  turn  with  frowns  away  T 
Why  cruel  still?  responil .lay  love. 

Nor  all  uiy  hopes  betray;^ 

For  I  have  loved  thee  dearly  long^ 


Still  love  thee  tenderly ; 

I  Ah  !  yet  all  joy’s  for  ever  gone,— 

For  ne’er  thou  thjuk’at  of  me. 

*Ah  I  yet  aH  joy’s,  flee. 

At  night,  when  all  the  world’s  at  rest. 
Wakeful  and  sad  pm  1 ; 

What  thoughts  of  sorrow  tear  hiy 

breast  *  i 

What  grief  is  ever  nigh. 

Slow  flies  the  time,  the  clock  I  hear 
Strike  one,  and  two,  and  three  1 

As  yet,  no  hope  my  heart  can  cheer* 
For  ne’er  thou  tnihk’si  of  me. 

As  yet,  no  hope,  Agc*  .  ( 

Read  in  my  faee  theute  sorrows  d^p. 
Which  love  writes  every  day. 

And  in  my  mind  will  vigil  keep. 

To  snatch  all  rest  Sway* 

It  was  a  fatal  day,  alas  I  '  ^ 

When  I  those  charms  did  see,. 

For  ah  t  the  thought  will  never  pMS-^ 
Thou  hast  no  love  for  me*  ~ 

For,  hhl  the  thought,  flee. 

Then,  wilt  thou  no  fond  looks  bestow 
On  one  who  loves  so  well  ? 

Then  let  me  die,  and  ceaie  to  know 
The  pain  of  this  fond  kpi^ ; 

Andwhefh  I’m  in  niy  grave  bnshrined* 

'  You^U  weep,  and  feel  ibr  me. 


Home  of  my  heart.  ^ 

1  breathe  once  more  my  native  Mr, 
And  hail  each  happy  scene 
’That  rises  round  me  ev’rywtaeTO,  ^ 
As  though  Heft  but  yestflNs’on; 
Ob  Lhow  I  love  thee,  UtUk,  dear ! 

When  roaming,  on  a  foreign  strand. 
In  fancy,  still  my  steps  weiS  here, 
Home  of  my  heart  1  my  jiative  land! 

Infancy,  still,  fl(c. 

Ive  found  the  hours  so  fondly  tfonght 
And  w  eep,but  thesearejOyoiM  tears, 
The  rapture  of  a  moment  bought 
By  long  and  weary  absent  years* 
Ohl  bowllovUiiMh 


Gl^titoasi 

LingUnf  faeest 

B«mii  wi^josravt  ttifth  vosiki  | 

In  all  the  old  figniliy  plsoes. 

Dear  and  wetdome  frienda  an  foimd* 
Higk  ateana  tha  anight^  waaaail  Hgirly 
Swiftly  round  the  gay  toaata  pwM ; 
£^)i  with  raptun«  mm  hia  aouL 
Dnhka  to  hia  choaen  favouiiti  laaa. 

In  agch  happy  featlva  haU» 

They  ravel  there  without  allojr ; 

The  hearth  6f  rieh  and  ppor  ‘and  all. 
Are  fidl  of  happideat  and  Joy. 

Joyoiia  groupa  of  tha  ^oung  and  tnth, 
Sport  in  glee  without  thought  or  can, 
Fhianda  of  old,  and  J^rianda  but 
Mingle  in  love  together  then* 

The  huge  log  burnawith  ruddy  lights 
And  merry  voicea  flow  wi^  aong ; 
The  taper  a  gleam  forth  clear'  and  bnght, 
imd  gaily  illutne  the  mlirihflil  throng. 
Muaic*a  tuneful  notea  are  aounding. 

And  to  ita  straina  they  trip  It  memly  | 
Heela  aa  light  aa  beaista  an  houn^ng. 
And  laugnter  echoea  loud  &  cheerily. 
Hark !  the  chime  of  the  eld  churehbdi 
Warnajihem  to  lhave  the  jovial  cheer  I 
*Tia  time  to  bid  hdat  fimwiell, 

And  wiah  hiin  a'merry,  happy  year! 
Hands  arc  preat,  kind  itords  an  spoken, 
And  farewell  is  said  at  last; 

To  each  is  givhn  some  little  token. 

To  preserve  the  memory  of  the  past. 

It  was  a  DreaiQ. 

It  was  a  dnam  of  perfect  bliss. 

Too  iNtautiful  to  last  f 
I  aeemed  to  welcome  badt  again 
The  bright  days  of  the  past.— 

1  was  a  boy :  my  mimic  anip 
SfdlM  down  the  village  atnam^ 

And  I  was  gay  and  innocent  8 
But  ah }  it  was  a  dream. 

And  ao^  ,1  left  the  ebUdiah  toy 
For  thqie  of  manhood’s  eboice** 

The  beauty  of  a  woman^s  form. 

The  sweetness  of  her  voice. 

I  thdugbt  She  gave  meblatneleas  love« 
The  nurseling  of  esteem ; 

And  that  1  merited  aueh  love  s 
But  ah  1  it  was  a  dream. 

1  sav^  my  falsehood  wound  her  heart ; 

1  saw  her  diieek  grow  pale : 

But  o’er  her  fate  the  vision  tiirew 
A  bright  delusivP  veil  8 
I  thought  she  lived,  und  that  1  saw 
Our  bridal  torehea  gleam, 

A^^  I  was  happy  wiUi  my  bride  8 
Blit  ah  1  it  was  a  dream. 

When  youandl  were  young. 

Let  us  Grander,  let  us  wander 
To  the  seenes  of  vouth  again— 

Let  our  naem^Hei  kindly  polder 
On  uaeb  holMorgotten  stirain  i 
On  ot^  pathway,  strewed  with  ^wers, 
love, 

Op  the  menry  songs  we  sung^ 

And  the  joys  that  f  lien  were  oun,  love. 
When  you  and  <1  wen  young,  r 
For  though  *^0.4  pnward  MeaMng, 
And  his  ipaptleU  p’eg  us  flung. 

He  can  nd’er  erase  the  feeling, 

That  you  and  I  were  young. 

Let  us  conjure  up  the  lsces 
Of  eaeli  old  companion  "now ; 

Thouf^  old  Time  bath  left’thg  traces 
Omis  hand  upon  each  brow. 

Ngw  other  friends,  as  cherished. 

Beside  our  hearths  have  sprung  i 
But  fheir  mem’ry  never  pensh’d, 

Mnec  you  and  I  were  young. 

And  though  Tl^  &ib 


Let  us  still*  can  back  the  season 
Of  ncitth  and  wH  gone  by. 

When  pleasuie,  lit  by  leasoii, 
Beain’4  every  youthful 
Since  ihep  the  ring— a  token— 

In  lift’s  dark  tei  we  flung : 

But  love*s  links  are  s^ll  unbroken, 
As  they  were  when  we  Were  young. 

Tes,^  though  Time,  dec. 


I  love  her!  how  I  love  her  1 

I  love  her  I  how  I  love  her  I 
Tho’  mine,  alas  I  she  ne’er  can  be ! 
The  sun  that  shines  above  her 
Is  far  less  bright  to  me. 

Though  time  by  tears  I  measurp, 

I  pHse  my  fatal  treasure,  ^ 

And  find  a  fatal  pleasure. 

In  suffering,  love,  for  thee. 

Deep,  deep  in  my  breast  1  conceal 
The  fierce  flame  that  consumes  me ; 
Ne’er,  ne’er  to  thee  shall  my  lips  reveal 
All  the  tormenta  1  feel. 

The  voice  of  honour  J  obey. 

It  speidu  in  Friendship’s  sacred  name; 

And  to  my  heart  alone  Isay 
I  love  her  1  how  1  love  hdr !  &e. 

Mary^  1  believed  thee  true. 

Aii^«0.1UWM.r .» 

Mary,  1  believed  thee  tme. 

And  I  was  bleat  in  thus  believing  ; 
But  now  1.  meurn  that  e’er  1  knew 
A  girl  so  fair,  yet  so  deceividg. 

Few  have  ever  loved  like  me  ; 

Oh !  I  have  loved  thee  too  sineerely !  | 
And  few  have  e’er  deceived  like  thee, 
AlasJ  deceived  metooaeverely. 

Fare  thee  well  I  yet  think  awhile 
On  one  whose  bosom  bleeds  to  donbt 
thee; 

Who  now  would  rather  trust  that  smile. 
And  die  with  thee  than  live  wiibont 
thee. 

Fare  thee,  well  !  1*11  think  on  thee, 

Thou  leav’st  me  many  a  bitter  token  1 
For  see,  distracting  woman,  see 

My  peace  is  gone,  my  heart  is  broken* 


I  should  like  to  be  a 
Policemau. 

Some  folks  may  talk  about  a  trade. 

And  the  joys  that  from  it  spring,  sir. 
But  after  yon  my  words  have  weigh’d 
Ton’ll  say  its  no  such  thing,  sir. 

Tho*  at  mo  you  may  jeer  and  laugh, 
lOJ^tl^iBk  to  decroasa  man. 

But  1  amp  to  say  (and  1  do  not  chaff), 
I  should  like  to  ^  a  polieemaa. 
Takiag  up, and  knocking  doini. 
Your  noise  and  bother  cease,  man. 
Oh,  wont  I  eome  It  jolly  brown, 
When  I’ki  a  new  policeman. 

Of  the  bops  I’d  be  the  terror,  mind. 

The  fruit  stalls  too.  I’d  fell’em. 

And  distarbanoes  of  every  kind, 

I  with  my  staff  would  ^ueU’em 
A  ”  charge  ”  would  be  as  good  as  pelf. 
My  pleasures  Hwould  iaertase  mn. 
For  I’U  make  the  charges’* up  myself. 
When  I’m  a  new  polieemaa, 
i  Taking  up  Ac* 


To  the  kitebbn  maids  like  was  Pd  alki^ 
And  iho’  l*m  not  agin  Ion, 

(The  thooght  on’l  amkes  mo  my  ehogs 
lick) 

Oh,  I  likes  aibitof  mutton. 

When  in  my  toggery  I’m  arrayod. 

From  methero-s  no  releaao,maiV 
The  boldest  of  mo  would  bo  afralod^ 

If  I  was  a  new  policeman. 

Taking  np.  ftnw 

A  drunken  man’s  a  chance  I’d  ball. 

It  would  me  e’er  delight  sir. 

To  search  him  well  I  would  not  fail: 

For  right  Is  naught  to  might,  sirv" 

I’d  turn  hit  pockets  inside  out. 

And  quickly  would  him  flee,  maa> 
And  who  would  dare  to  harbour  doubly 
Against  a  new  policeman. 

Taking 

The  cracksmen  too,  should  tip  to  me,. 

Or  else  I  soon  would  lag  ’’  ’em. 

But  if  they  did  I  should  not  see — 

That  is,  I  should  not  “  stag  ”  *era» 

And  if  amusement  I  should  lack, 

Tho  I’m  one  that  likes  the  peace,  Bnaa 
A  pate  or  two  I’d  surely  crack, 

1  shonld  like  to  be  a  policeman. 

Taking  up,  Aea. 

The  prospect  does  me  much  deligbi»  * 

1  mount  on  wings  of  joy,  sir. 

It  does  to  wealth  and  fame  invite. 

And  pleasure  withont  alloy,  sir 
When  I’m  established  in  the  forces 
I’ll  have  a  bob  a  piece,  man. 

From  luthy  swells,  or  I’ll  lock  ’em  ufk, 

J  should  like  to  be  a  policeman. 

Takeing  up  Ac» 


Trot,  trot. 

Air— “  Trab,  trab.” 

To  find  my  miatresa  dear,  I 
Put  forward  my  best  foot. 

Till  both  had  grown  so  weary, 

I’ve  no  beat  first  to  put  1 
But  whether  best  or  not, 

While  any  foot  I’ve  got 
I’ll  tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  like  JettF 
Treffa, 

And  trot,  trot,  trot,  trot. 

Of  legs  I’ve  not  fhe  worst  pair. 

Perhaps  that  e’er  was  seen. 

Besides  they  are  the  first  pmr 
On  which,  as  yet,  I’ve  been. 

But  give  in,  I  would  not, 

Though  on  my  Uui  I’d  got. 

I’d  tramp,  trump, 


Will  you  love  me  now  aonU 
then? 

Will  you  love  me  then  m  nofwT*^ 

Dqyon  think  that  you  cun  lore  me. 
Without  knowing  whut  I’m  likeP 
Will  you  undertuko  to  wed  me, 
Anduburguin  blindly  strike  ?  . 

Mmr  1  hope  that  yon  wUl  pardon, 

Tbit  proposal  blunt  and  atiange^^ 
That  you’ll  not  refuse  n  sovereign. 

Nor  tbnt  sovereim  wish  to  ehangCT 
Will  you  Meet  me  acre  to-morrow. 

Ana  if  not,  why  not  ?  and  when  T 
I  WiU  YOU  love  me  then  as  now,  or, 

WUl  you  love  me  now  and  &enf 


\ 

t/ 


It  I  had  m  ft  mat  ad  —pmtk 


O.  I  wM  I'd  atlMMal,|,Mt. 
So  MW, -f'-" — hr-^rwj-adilM 
If  eharioftMMMkMil  WfNF, 

Do  yoar  bMt,  aya,-oad!M*fllMidlto*‘, 
Ai  tboa^  yua'd  a  ikiMaMdAryoo*. 
Yoa!ll  <lMDAii««4twftMlM  .ofithofoor, 
Aad,  mUk  oboay'WHtt  ■ratkad**! 


tear ; 

O,  nathiog  would  I  covet  mere. 

If  1  Ikiftai  ttiOQieif#  ' 

Oy  1  with  ra  a  tkouMod  a-jrttr  I  ^ 


Mj  hearts  on  t|ie  Shine., 


MY  heartsoQ  the  Hbliic,  •ny  dear  oa* . 
tive  land,  ; , 

My  hearts  chi  'thav  Rhiae^  whww  Bfy 
lov*d  cot  doth  ttaBd. 

Where  the  light  Jnooia  of  yoath  ifiataM 
Mp  jogriMia  wway, 

And  my  lieiirt  bouaded^llglielydhreagh 
each  golAeti  day. 

Oh^- tweet  WHS  the  phantdin  of  lifh’s 
early  dreanrs,  , 

The  mountain,  the  valley,  the  flowen 
the  streams, 

Andithongh  Aar  I  may  roait,  aouad  iny 
hearts  they  entwine, 

My  heart,  my  heart,  oh,  my  hearth  on 
the  Rhine. 

Oh^aweei  was  each  mem,  when' by  ae 
phyr  carreta^d. 

The  hitdt  and  the  Aowen  urate  Cram 
their  rest, 

r  And  the  bright  tun-beume  *  d«iM^d  a?dr 
*  each  fount  am  and  ipray. 

And  natam  r^^ofcad  iuuadh  fresh  caiii* 
ieg  dsy, 

I  Ob,  land  of  iiiy  youdi  ittlt  for  the  t 
repine 

Though  far  away  I  may  roam  nty 
heart,  oh,  my  hearts  on  |lie  Rhine* 


Bright  ‘Phoebn*. 


At  lo«,tk  .|HH*  i«,,o**dlit„  «td  Hot 

paufluu  foi  breath. 

And  ihe.ehQui-of  4he  diomiMBlaU^  Ihh 

sigDdil  foiudeatlit 

NoJ^ys  CjciideUghl  JUmdhUraauetaiur 
thedlald; 

To  Jmutiiig  vtU  imsthmamanchgdaaiiKrea 
wet  yield.  ^ 


^yVhm  I  pluidt  tlwie  tricks 
to  Cmrmlng. 

^  PWM?**  fA«4  WlMT  'tlWM  MMM  I 

WBS^  I  tfloirV  itkMo  tfnmt  *•  ’ 


*With  *|WMMd  did 

wdniiteg, 

(o  Ooy  F.wktd^  sad  Jtaek.  tf  '  k«M% 

(  InTesIcd- I^itMited  .Ik  my 

Gay*  ro«tid*)o,n,,:  • 

Ba(*hM.  fd«y....>B»uko*o  day*  4*aft! 
”  '«e*io«,iita  I 

Mu  <ft«^  kplib*  'Of  tMMIi'wI 

(pantag, 

lOtlw*  wlimli  ftu  ' 

iTo  iaoNU*  trl*  ioHaa*  y.»rnlii|, 

Sokcwc  u  •ciM*M  (OM..cxplod0)wC'pan ' 
•aay— 

W.U.  kiM.  ■mtti  iM*  SngM.  >b«niBg, 

aU,  Md  tou  to  pay. 


>And  ,the  wi^  tlie 

nawed  me  out.  . 


SSOME  poM  praise  the  ladies  fair  f 
Their  lieaa^y^  wiadaattriuodest^aiK  i 


iBut  oh,  If  they  had  got  a  wife 
;Like  minu.l*m  sake  they^M  curie  their 
life. 

The  very  week  «kae  wa^waramd, 

My  mind  asai  i«M  %y  4»er  wfdr4m«S;  ^ 

She 'gaa  maneeivund  jeer,  and^SWi^ 
*And  tha*s  Che  wsy>alm  aarved  amuui^ 


I  soon  beheht  du  «har  dsdhrew^ 
iMy  blighted  bhw  began  to  rues 
Her  mind  waa^Ssedpii^ballauiid  1^1% 
ausiaa  uTlwcimhi  iiiiwatie 
(And  if  by  chance  T  anid  a  word,  , 

>She  soon  aapMad  f  ?Tia  gnitt  ahraudi 
si’ll  go  whefuterdplame,;|rwlaut1*’ 
And  that’s  thiirayghaiaitfad  wuai. 


BRIGHT  Phoebus  has  mountsd  the 
chariot  of  day. 

And  the  horns  end  the  bounds  call  each 
sportsman  away  t 

Thro’  woodf^and  AhrO’  WadofOu  with 
speed  now  they  bound. 

While  heal  th^ewsy  tituHi^ei  in  euerciae 
found* 

*  CHORJtj^a 


\ My  wife,  like  othera,  pighi  and  d^, 

*  Woidd  dimas  in  fllk^  lU^ashton 
!  And,  tlyp,  hr  way,  iraiHng,S(Weir 
tin  Regaot  Strega ataiAamod  Pud^^^ 
My  head  ■aimidnadthowMd|dnaMli  i 
» But  the,  aiaad  gran  not  nootonkr 
( My  clodMurdkedOfenipiAupili^ 

Yes,  that’s  tha  AMpdlm  iamd  me  dut 


EadiAiiB  end  eadh  . valley  la  lotely^ 
view. 


Whies^^uas  dies'eha  eotgm,  and  dugs 
quick  ptfraue. 

Mmld  where  aha  Riea  d’sj;  Ihe  wido- 
spreading  plain, 

Whddlhheoud  opeuingpuchpuridu  her 
umain. 


Sm^almpthdsflirdiiiPQrteeiio  san 
A  friend  hers  sho  aiM  to  tea. 

And  sat^bTarifld,  eoW* 
l  I  inWodlldeAny  luslipiu^^  , 

But  CoudndimwnoipipWuddiAa 
Myr  wiii^a  mossnidaga  duvnr  p.he 
Would  meet  her  oft  at  hall  or mutf 

And  riiatBsthn  wgy^Ad  sarvedine  tum* 
i  But  fate  upilMUigninijr 
f  Mywiii  Rsf  enc t  tlg^»ln||lii|Uis^ 
j  And  slwBlil.i  once  ^  ’ 

I  I’ll  live  iniipuieni^R^^  , 

ForofalllheefHauC^llfg*^  ^ 
There’s  imnaeojegnil  a, Imd^n^ 
The3rlR7t,w  and 

flontt 

And  thsiMlttwnydhai«nn#«t^wul 


The  dream  is  past. 

THE  die«4u  tspast— ^iid  watkRded 
The  hope  tn^t  once  my  passion  fed  1 
And  dsfkiy  die  *mid  grief  sad  pein. 
The  Jo>  •  woich  gone,  come  not  again ; 
My  soul,  in  Silenre  aod  in  tears, 
Hasnh  cmhed  now  for  many  years 
A  love  f-v  owe  who  does  not  know. 

The  thtwriits  that  in  my  bosom  glow. 

%  Oh!  ceai^Og  my  heart-^hy .  throbbing 
biile— 

Anothei  soon  will  be  btt  hride^ 

And  hope's  last  faintv  hat  oheeriugy^ray 
W ill  then  for  ever  pa»a  away. 

They  ca^inot  see  the  sileot  tear, 

T^  4*H»  wocfarcked  when  uone  areucar 
Nor  do  they  mark  the  smothered  sigh: 
That  leaves  my  breast  when  they  are  by  , 

I  know  rwy  cheek  is  paler  now,  i 

And  sm  les  no  longer  deck’ my  brow, 

’Tis  youth’s  decay,  Hwill  soon  h^iu 
To  tall  the  thoughts  that Awell  within^ 
Oh,  let  me  rooss  ray  sleeping  pride. 

And  from  his  ganeanj  fieclingdside; 
HsiahaRishiile'^tto  thldhdhatl 
With  leve  for  him  could  pine  and  die. 


1  Wkh  il  jbsd  i^&ousoiii  a 
year. 

1  WISH  IM  a  itheusand  n-ysar, 

How  happy  taudgeiwnf did- be;  1 

Og  •sathsug  vhould  1»  have  to  fear. 

And  sorrow  would  vanish  from  me. 
Pd  help  both  the  poor  and  distressed,  ^ 
cAmd^fFfthelcme^aiduwfsiMtf  Mif/ 
The^bans  that  mouto  should  be  blest, 
If  1  had  a  thousand  a-year. 

0>,X  with  1^  adtsousand  m^earf  f 
Re  Mtmr  whuihmwMfiht beside,  r , 
if  fpjfuidfQnphieesSdanmwith  health 
Peing  gand  ahenid  hegwtr  my  pride, 
And  aiMih  wosM  i  uoMter  wry 'wcu^ 
AH  iMwwwnldA  d4^f^dw><m 
Tin  Irupgiir  and  naked  to  cheer  ; 

AH  hrnnnd  uhnnidAe Aappy  nod  free,  i 


Rark  anray. 

1  COURT  eot  wniftH,  I  onnrt  hot 
power. 

I  scorn  ih»*  giddy  town, 

I’d  ratht'r  peat  eath  Aeeiiiif  hoar 
la  solwcete  ukoewu. 

Except  wu^  the  awaryr  merry  henii 
Breath  s  «mtli  tasuouKlelay, 

And  the  smile  oo  aha  ibloonauf  taca^of 
me  b, 

Cbtars  all  with  a  hark  away. 

Thare’s  m  nj  a  chase  within  cht  warld 
Bat  y«  ^oou  ret-elve  a  fail,  ^  i 

Down  ir  m  the  oouraar,iFanie,  wefre 
hurled. 

And  sorrows  power’s  iuhsle.' 

But.  then«  itiUrih»wiorry,  dECi 
So  let  me  st^ek  btit^ health  and  paacu, 

A  fig  f'*r  care  ami  strife. 

For  pleasure-*  be^oties  must  increase. 
In  ,the  y  .y  s  of  a  country  life. 

Fo  ihei  e  be  sweet  und  many  &c. 


7 


YegeteriM 

In  this  treat  Esbibition  apa^ 

Wa  hmat  of  etnuifo  tad 

rvmovm,  ^  r 

W*  hw  Iww  one  Ufot  w  ttoqnl<^ 

CoaMdtoAwtth  vogOMUbdiekr* 

the  Bloomere,  then,  tow 
^^^^Bfeeeliee* 

Wt*tt  torn  to  VegetatioiiHi  diitei. 
Friend  Harry  Green  aiked  hb  relationa* 
Toaome  and  •dare  In*  kwneii^ationef 
FiralteUinf  tkeoa^that  ka  bad  taken 
The  pledM  ta  team  off  meat  and  baeon. 
Tn  Haery’a  haiiae  they  aped  with 
wonder, 

IMddiiff  ha  aniat  hare  ntede  ame 

blunder, 

BM  Tory  aoon  thebr  doabta  were  oner. 
Am  Harry ’a  apouae  remored  the  eoyer* 
**Thia  centre  dish,*  *  said  hd,  ••  1  rcBsh— 
AjOK>bte'a  table  ’twould  embeAlisb*^ 

A  padding,  made  of  finest  spinach,  ^ 
Sarpaawg  many  a  meal  at  Greenwich ; 
Tlus  tartlet  is  of  purest  onions, 

(An  inward  cure  for  corns  and  bunions,) 
This  French-bean  pte  is  recommended, 
So  many  tastes  are  with  it  blended* 

This  dish  of  roasted  cauliflowers, 

Haa  not  been  thought  of  many  hours, 
Katen  with  lettuce  sauce,  and  parsley, 

1  own  1  bke  the  flaror  ras^. 
l*ve  cabbage  dumplings — boiled  cucum-^ 
bor 

And  parsnip  patties  without  number. 
Then  these  baked  turnips,  nicely  basted, 
You’ll  Yalae  mudi,  when  QBoe  yon^Ye 
tasted.** 

Friend  Harry’s  pnuses  thus  were 
thiek’ning. 

Till  they  became  completely  sick’ning, 
At  length,  a  guest,  (one  ofhisbrothen,) 
Yeutured  to  speak  for  sllthe  othera;— 
Said  he,  **  We  pray  you  to  excuse  us, 
(Unless  you’ve  asked  us,  to  abuse  us,) 
Your  fo^*s  not  fit  for  court  or  gavrc^ 
\l'e*U  not  so  much  as  take  a  carrot.** 
With  this,  they  one  and  all  departed. 
Leaving  him  almost  broken  hmxted ; 
And  now,  he  cursed,  with  batter  passion. 
His  love  tut  vegetable  fkshion.^ 

**  Fool  that  I*ve  been  for  thiui  refusing. 
The  meat  thait’s  sent  for  man’s  ovm 
using. 

All  think  l>e  turned  barbarian. 

By  tomiag  Yegetarian!  ** 

[B.  T.  WaUMWU 


A  Cluster  on  Light. 

Though  nisstr  meloc^  ham  been  tht 

And^^ySarkie”  tongs  h«ve  almost 
stormed  the  town, 

I  really  don’t  see  sny  reason  why 

A  lighter  hind  of  aong  should,  not  fu 
down* 

Wh  take  a  walkby  fa#  and  woae% 

Cigar  UghU  morothao  weeould  shrink, 

ThoSgk  some  prefer  a  pipa 
genuine  elmv  I 

And  some  get  Upkt  witli  heavy  wet 
^ey  dnnk. 

•oBsn  look  tjo  **%Ai  qf^atber 

tb«7 

tfs  cash* 

WUl*  at!***.  «IIS  %M  Aom*,  iraA 
fateaouraa  oeok« 

NotdTwmtetmokJ»A<>bftirft^ 

•.maiu 


Down  otua  UgkUplar  thiofoa,  white 

AW, 

But  think  yofinot  lfca  Vgbi  gfmMenU 

Mor^il^te^SFta  thona-Ar  a  joint 

lAghi  m  soma* 

And  ihlnk  tSmaaidYes  not  lighily 
freofed  too, 

If  placod  whore  dhpiigAf  seldom  tialts 
them. 

Or  where  they  bid  fond  Uber^  adieu. 

By  the  dim  wttih^ligkt  slaves  the  sems* 
trcss  girl. 

Who  gets  but  UgMky  pM  for  hours 
ot  toil. 

White  those  who  woar  her*  handHwork, 
ne’er  thiak 

On  her— hut  dmimvA  crowded 

ball^ 

By  iwUight  lovers  like  to  stray  abroad, 

And  oft  return  by  eiarUghi^s  twink- 

,  hag  gleam. 

Unless,  percbanee,  the  moofiltgAf  lends 
her  aid, 

To  guide  them,  with  post  chaise^  to 
Gretna  Green. 

The  tax  on  window  light  we*Ye  paid 
too  long, 

The  light  of  common  sente  has  told 
us  that 

But  has  we’re  not  lightheaded  on  that 
score. 

Wo  don’t  intend  again  to  ho  so  flat* 

ITax  lights  r^sIcy-lights^—'MXV  each  to 
use  applied, 

Fan^lights,--toreh  lights, ^~sae  useful 
in  their  way ; 

And  though  there  was  so  much  fiiss 
about  light  gold, 

*Tia  “  lighter  where  thereat  none^TU 
dare  to  say. 

£4ght  food  and  enercise  are  good  for 
health 

And  Congreve  Itghis  will  inatantly 
ignite 

Then  **  stt'ike  a  Itphf,”-- admit  those 
lightsome  Knes 

Have  **  thrown  alight  on  thesutgectf* 
— Liobt* 

IE.  r*  JFattson, 


Little  Katldeesu 

[Music— at  Williams’s.] 

Little  Katbleeen  was  wooed  hy  aooore, 
Sighing,  caressing  and  teasing. her  | 

But  scorn  on  her  fair  brow  nhe  wore. 
Sure  nona  of  the  lot  could  be  pteaa^ 
her 

Butin  treating  the  lads  all  alike. 

Foot  Dermot  came  in  for^  frown, 

So  he  gave  way  to  Terry  and  BUkt' 
And  trudg’d  with  ead  heartjKom  the 
town. 

Aht  mo,  w9m  the  lad  was  away. 

She  fell  bow  her  heart  wmo  deMTing 
her, 

And  the  hsmed  ho  ndght  come  back 
•ome  day, 

ffnrawsser  amun  to  ba  teaviBg  her* 

Oh  !  the  months  and  the  years  that  he 


When  another  came  too^--«^waa  hie 
bride. 

May  you  puosper  kinmuanisw  Aa 
pray’d,  • 

Batmen  I*4oeeii  M  IM  AM. 

IH.  T.  thween* 


Bye^gcme  'Tain. 

BM**«  TmMmeL" 

nap  in  onuermn  mesi  aetioennif 

Tell  mb^  oh :  Ybew  Baalish  akBMMML 
ThB  inool  usydhv  off  homo* 

TeU  me  of  thikMHo  viffage^ 

Tho*  thnMnmap  eoel  mo  teaiih 
Tell  me  of  my  oUoompaiodone^ 

Tell  ^ 

Tell  mi  not  of  taso  and  glory. 

All  beloved  ones,  v^ere  am  thqrf 
THI  mo  any  Httlotstory 
Of  my  parents  Ikr  omewf 
Speak  of  thosonk&eft  in  gfadaees^ 

Wake  cold  vnomory  to  the  pas^ 

Speak  nor  fehr,  I’m  used  to  ssdncm. 
Say  have  they  all  gone  at  last. 

Tell  me  of  that  one  I  cherish’d. 

Sleeps  sho  too,  among  the  ddulf 
She  hat  gone^  then  hopehha  pomdt 
Bvery  tie  of  life  has  fled. 

Anguish  in  my  bosom  aching. 

Yet  no  tear-drop  dims  my 
Tho’  1  feel  my  heart-strings breahiiif^ 
Still  how  calmly  can  I  die. 

For  you  banre  told  me  el  that  viUage, 
Whore  my  chiidhood  knew  no  teisi% 
You  have  told  mo  of  old  eompanioni» 
You  have  told  me  of  bjcrgone  jemob  ^ 
_ [/.  A.  HarAkke. 

The  Harp  in  the  air. 

[Musi. — .t  Cnmw  ud 

I  hear  it  again, 

’Tis  the  harp  in  theiurl 
It  bangs  on  the  walls. 

Of  the  old  Moorish  halls,— 

Tliough  none  know  its  niinaliel^ 

Or  how  it  came  there* 

Listen!  listen) 

*Tis  the  harp  in  the  air  I 
It  telleth  the  days  that  are  £sdod  and 
gone ; 

It  tells  of  the  brave. 

Of  the  lovely  and  fair. 

Of  a  warrior’s  grave — 

Of  a  maiden’s  despair 
There!  there  ! 

List,  pilgrim,  list! — ’tis  the  harp  rnffte 
air! 

You’ll  hear  it  at  night. 

When  the  moon  shineth  brig^ 
You’ll  hear  it  at  dawn, 

In  the  grey  twilight ; 

Tho’  none  know  its  nunstreX, 

Or  how  it  came  there. 

Listen  t  listen  I 

It  telleth  the  days,  that  are  teded  ahd 
gone ; 

Ittells  of  a  knight. 

Of  a  young  Moorish  maid, .. 

Of  a  broken  pUght, 

And  a  heart  betray’d 
Thevet  there! 

List,  pilgrim,  list  Wtia  the  harpvin  Ike 
airl 

Love  and  Frendsh^, 

Away*  light  VOSPS  of  woman’s  lofuT  " 
Falsely  sweet — deceitfhl  ever. 

You  weave  a  fiow*ry  chsin  to  pfwtng, 
How  easy  “tis  their  Hakseossemw 

But 

And  bind  my  hcM*  <■ 

The  «aww*  .f  I...  ....  *id.»»d  <U*» 
Btt 


In  that  devotion. 

[Blufie— at  Cramer  and  Co*i.] 

In  that  devotion  which  we  oreathci 
And  8trup:rle  to  dU^Ue» 

Though  bright  the  surface,  underneath 
A  deeper  passion  lies ; 

The  charm  his  words  and  acts  reieal, 
Soars  all  belief  above, 

And  1  for  graiitude  must  feel 
What  others  fMl  for  love  I 
The  soul,  with  such  devotion  warm, 
May  thus  aspire  unhid, 

To  prove  that  in  an  angel’a  form 
A  demon’s  heart  is  hid  ; 

But  still  the  charm  ^s  words  reveal 
Soars  all  belie  1  above. 

And  1  for  gratitude  must  feel 
What  others  teel  for  love* 


The  Prophet  his  standard 
was  rearing. 

[Music — at  Cramer  and  Co’s.] 

The  prophet  his  standard  was  rearing 
Beneath  the  morning  sun — ^ 

The  kina,  in  his  gallant  careering, 

Had  vowed  it  should  be  won  !  ^ 

And  amidst  their  weapons  glancing. 
Through  ranks  of  banded  focs,^ 

With  courage  undaunted  advancing. 
He  fell  beneath  their  blows* 

Jn  infidel  dungeon  declining. 

His  days  are  passed,  ’tissaid. 

And  then,  after  torture  and  pining. 

He  dwells  amo^.g  the  dead; 

But,  e’en  the  lightning  ouibursting 
A  cloud  of  o’ercharged  sky. 

His  spirit  for  liberty  thirsting 
Shall  dopm  them  yet  to  die* 


who  would  still  be 
happy. 

[Blusic*  -'at  Cramer  and  Co’s.] 

They  who  would  still  be  happy*  must 
But  little  in  the  future  trust ! 

Tho’  cloud,  nor  gale,  the  sky  deform, 
A  moment  after  nreaks  the  storm ; 
And  thunders  roil,  and  lightnings  play 
what  before  was  brightest  day : 
Jhnd  wreck’d  has  bark  been  on  the 
strand. 

With  many  havens  near  at  hand. 

Yon  rose,  of  unalloyed  perfume. 

An  inward  canker  may  consume : 
its  verdure,  morning’s  freshening  dew 
Mav  waken  into  life  anew ; 

And  balmy  sigh  of  eve  may  close 
Its  leaves  into  a  false  repose, 

But  long  ere  summer  wing  its  flight. 
That  rose  will  droop  beneath  its  blight! 


Let  me  like  a  soldier  fall. 

[Afusic — at  Chappell  and  Co’s.] 

Oh,  let  me  like  a  soldier  fall 
Upon  some  open  plain  ; 

This  breast  eipanding  for  the  ball 
To  blot  out  everyjitain ; 

Brave,  manly  hearts,  confer  my  doom, 
That  gentler  ones  may  tell. 

Howe’er  forgot,  unknown  my  tomb, 

1  like  a  soldier  fell. 

t  onlraak  of  that  proud  race,  .£3 
Wmch  ends  its  olase  in  mo; 

To  die  the  last,  and  not  disgrace 
its  ancient  chivalry* 

Tho’  o’er  my  clay  no  banner  wave, 

If  or  trumpet  requiem  swell ; 

Enough,  they  murmur  at  my  ^ve, 
He  like  a  soldier  fell. 


The  mighty  Sea  my  JSeelm 
shall  be.  ' 


[Music— at  Raneferd'a,] 

The  mighty  sea 
My  realm  ghall.be,  , 

This  fragile  bark  my  mgal  throne. 

I’ll  have  no  slaves. 

For  yon  free  waves 

Obey  the  lord  they  long  have,  known*  " 
What  sounds  are  these  ? 

A  coming  brceie* 

My  snowy  wings  expand  for  flight ; 
And  there  shall  be 
No  canopy 

But  the  blue  sky  for  me  to-night. 

The  mighty  sea,  &c* 


I  scorn  the  land  ;  > 

Upon  its  sand 

Men  raise  their  hopes,  their  fears,  their 
fame; 

Time  sheds  its  bloom 
O’er  trophied  tomb. 

Then  who  can  traee  the  noblest  namef 
Here  day  and  night 
My  heart  is  light ; 

And  when  my  hand  resigns  the  helm. 
Then  welcome  death  : 

I’ll  sleep  beneath 

Thy  moaning  waves,  my  ocean  realm* 
The  mighty  sea*  &c. 


Song  of  the  Sexton. 

[Music — at  Ransford’s.] 

Oh,  the  sights  that  I  see  as  I  ply  my 
trade, 

In  the  mouldering  dust  that  a  century 
hath  made. 

Where  the  coffin- worm  doth  creep. 

1  began  long  ago,  when  my  life  was  still 
green, 

And  my  mattock  and  spade  have  been 
active,  I  ween. 

To  fashion  the  grave  so  deep. 

Ho !  I  laugh  as  I  dig,  for  they  all  seek 
my  aid. 

To  provide  them  a  home  with  my  mat¬ 
tock  and  spade. 

The  rich  man  hath  pass’d  me  with 
towering  head, 

But  I  sung  o’er  his  grave  when  the 
scomer  was  dead. 

And  I  laugh’d  as  I  shovel’d  the  mould. 

The  hungry  and  wretched  ne’er  entered 
his  door. 

His  heart  never  bled  for  the  wrongs  ot 
the  poor. 

For  the  proud  man  loved  his  gold. 

Ho !  .1  laugh’d  as  1  dug,  for  they  want¬ 
ed  my  aid, 

To  provide  him  a  home  with  my  mat¬ 
tock  and  spade. 


I  saw  a  young  man  in  the  fresh  bloom 
of  life, 

As  he  came  to  the  church  with  a  trem^ 
bling  young  wife. 

Lift  against  me  the  finger  of  scorn. 

Oh,  the  revel  was  joyous,  the  dance 
lasted  long ; 

But  the  shriek  of  the  widow  soon 
banished  the  song, 

The  young  man  died  ere  morn* 

Ho  I  I  laugh’d  as  I  dug,  when  they 
came  for  my  aid. 

To  provide  him  a  home  with  my  mat¬ 
tock  and  spade. 

I  saw  afair  child  bend  her  beautiful 
head, 

And  cull  the  lone  flow^ers  that  bloom 
o’er  the  dead, 

To  form  a  simple  wreath. 

The  crimson  of  hectic  suffused  her  pale 
face; 

la  her  eye’s  fearful  lustre  1  trembled  to 
trace 

The  benOdof  ewl,  daaih. 


Bat  I  nnqrth*tere  thenth.  dam  bom* 
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May  close  over  me  and  my  mattodc 
and  spade*  .  •  - 


0.  Lucy,  Darling'.  ^ 

[Music— at  D’Almaine  and  Co’s*] 


0,  Lucy,  darling  I  you  are  fo  chatmlttg^ 
It’s  quite  alarming  Y —  — 


quite  alarming  how  I  love  von, 
With  fifty  more  though  I  shotifd  be 


flirting,  1 

There’s  no  divertingmy  heart  so  tmot  1 
Where’er  I  wander,  on  you  I  ponder 
Still  growing  fonder  I  fear  1*11  be ; 

In  mind  and  feature,  you’re  just  the 
creature 

That’s  torm’ d  by  nature  to  bother  meb 


Not  Cleopatra — though  proud  to  please 
her 

Was  Julius  Caesar,  that  bold  Roman 
boy; 

Nor  beauteous  Helen,  who  made  the 


Grecians 


To  lose  their  patience  at  the  siege  of 
Troy! 

Not  all  the  fair  ones  in  heathen  story 
Deserves  such  glory,  I’lltakemy  oath^ 
If  there  were  two  such,  I’d  be  an  elf, 
sure. 

Beside  myself,  sure,  and  marry  both* 


I  first  loved  thee. 


[Music — at  Wybrow’s.] 

As  steals  the  dew  along  the  flow’r, 
So  stole  thy  smile  on  me ; 

I  cannot  tell  the  day  nor  hour, 

I  first  loved  thee  ! 

But  now,  in  ev’ry  scene  and  clime. 
In  change  of  grief  or  glee, 

I  only  measure  from  the  time 
I  first  loved  thee  ! 

I  only  measure,  &e* 


The  wide  world  has  one  only  spot. 
Where  I  would  wish  to  be ; 
Where  all  the  rest  of  life  forgot, 

I  first  loved  thee ! 

But  now,  in  ev’ry  scene  and  clime, 
In  change  of  grief  or  glee, 

I  onW  measure  from  the  time 
1  first  loved  thee ! 


The  Sailor’s  Funeral. 


[Music— at  Cramer  and  Co's.] 

The  moonbeam’s  cast  a  holy  light 
Upon  the  sailor’s  grave. 

As  in  the  mid-watch  of  the  night 
They  east  him  to  the  wave : 

They  saffiy  paced  the  silent  deck. 
And  slowly  breathetl  the  prayer 
Ere  to  the  deep  they  cast  the  wreck, 
Of  him  once  gayest  there. 


While  on  the  deck  his  eorse  remained* 
TLe  ^neral  dirge  they  sung, 
Theflag— whose  honc^he  ne’er  stained* 
Upon  his  corse  t^y  flung  ; 


They  thought  of  those  he’d  left  behind  g  j 
Cm  the  dim  and  far  off  shore, 


And  of  her  who  pray’d  that  ev’ry  wind 
The  lost  one  would  restore*  ./ 


At  length  the  funeral  pray’r  wMvead* 

I  saw  his  comrades  weep, 

As  they  lowered  him  down  to  hU  ocean 
bed 

In  the  lone  and  trackless  deep : 

One  ripple  stirred  the  wavelesa  sea* 
One  splash— and  adl  was  o’er; 

And  where  the  ssilor’s  mve  may  be^ 
There’!  none  can  mark  it  more 
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Th«  gardener’s  calendar.  I  Oh«  the  mutton  was  as  raw. 


A  woman’s  like  a  garden,  and  when 
lore  I  make, 

The  gardener’s  calendar  1  always 
take. 

The  rules  are  full  of  right  and  reason, 

And  I  find  ’em  hy  no  means  never 
out  of  season. 

What  a  very  many  things  in  a  book 
about  the  garden, 

If  you  want  to  make  love,  yon  ever 
willseel 

January’s  first;  and  wh6n  alass  you’ve 
found. 

And  for  cultivating  her  heart  you 
think  of  your  ground, 

Watch  her  with  care,  do  .your  axing 
to  she, 

And  tell  her  her  husbandman  you 
wish  to  be. 

What  a  very,  ftc. 

^n  Febnary,  then,  so  this  here  wolume 
declares, 

Ton  will  find  is  the  month  for  graft¬ 
ing  peara» 

Now  form  your  plots,  have  spade  and 
barrow  in. 

Dig  away  at  her  heart,  and  then  begin 
your  harrowing. 

What  a  very,  ficc. 

In  March  and  April  rather  warmer’s 
the  skies. 

And  love,  like  a  tater,  takes  root  at 
the  eyes ; 

'  Though  woman  in  her  April  may  shed 
tears  like  fUn, 

Never  mind,  you  soon  may  have  a 
little  sun. 

What  a  very,  ftc. 

The  next  month  comes  in  gaudy  array 

Though  ’twas  *  musn’t’  before,  nowit 
is  all  *  May.’ 

Now,  of  your  thyme  strict  care  be 
taking, 

And  don’t  do  no  hoeing,  and  leave  off 
raking. 

What  a  very,  &c. 

At  June  and  July  I  take  a  glance 
cursory. 

Now  turn  your  thoughts  unto  the 
nursery,  ' 

And  for  very  tender  annuals  now 
prepare. 

And  to  the  live  stock  showunkimmon 
care. 

What  a  very,  fisc. 

At  August  and  September  the  pages 
I  lift. 

Study  your  wife’s  heartsease,  shell 
study  your  thrift ; 

Your  patches  she’ll  look  to— nor 
trouble  she  spares ; 

Your  sowing  she’ll  do,  and  find  out  the 
tares. 

What  a  very,  &c. 

In  October  and  November  my  fingers 
now  launches. 

Watch  and  train  up  young  shoots, 
and  prune  stray  branches ; 

Superfluous  leaves  lop,  and  be  their 
law  maker. 

And  let  ’em  know  how  many  rods  will 
go  to  an  acre. 

What  a  very,  &c. 

December  comes  last.  Nature,  she 
grieves, 

With  a  wisage  of  rue,  and,  like  me, 
ends  her  leaves ; 

And  woman  at  life’s  close  makes  a 
man  oft  become,  * 

TO  be  n6t  worth  a  fig,  or  else  worth  a 
plum. 

What  a  very,  te. 

C^am€iBnUQm.J 


Now’s  your  time  for  mirth  awd  glee* 
A  supper  once  was  given  fre»— 

All  was  welcome  that  was  willing 
For  to  come  and  spend  a  shilling. 

I  For  to  come  &c. 

I  There  was  plenty  of  werk  for  yonr 
under  Jaw. 

Rude,  crude,  rude,— ha,  ha,  ha. 
Because  the  mutton  was  se  raw, 
He,  he,  he— ha,  ha,  ha. 

It  was  the  fox  that  gave  the  feast ; 

He  invited  all  the  guest :  . 

There  was  Mr.  Kelly  and  the  parson 
On  a  roasted  pig  did  fasten. 

On  a  roasted,  tec. 
A  tailor  was  invited  there. 

Me  came  too  late  for  his  share— 

Spent  eighteen-pence  in  half  an  hour, 
Which  made  the  snip  look  very  sour. 

Which  made,  &c. 

He  swore  his  bodkia  he  would  draw. 

Rude,  See. 

On  thetahle  stood  a  pi^ 

There  poor  tailor  fix’d  his  eye ; 

He  thought  to  have  a  slice  all  round  it; 
But  the  landlord  shoved  him  firom  it. 

But  the  landlord.  Sec. 

He  swore  he  would  eat  a  jackass  raw. 

Rude,  See. 

Then  for  the  maid  theygathered  round 
Untill  it  came  to  balf-a-crown  ; 

The  mistress  she  being  very  witty, 

*  Zooks,’  said  she,  ^I’li  siiack  with 
Betty ;» 

*  Zooks,’  said  she,  Sec. 

Then  on  fifteen-pence  she  clapgher 
paw. 

Rude,  Stc. 

Tho  poor  little  maid. 

[Music  at  Duncombe  and  Moon’s.] 

When  a  poor  little  maid  feels  her 
senses  astray, 

Cannot  sleep  on  her  pillow,  or  rest 
all  the  day. 

Sees  a  form  stiU  pursue  her,  do  all 
she  can. 

And  this  form  bears  the  shape  of  a 
handsome  young  man. 

Sly  neighbours  will  whisper,  *Oh, 
dear,  lack-a-day. 

The  poor  little  maid’s  in  a  very  sad 
way.* 

Sly  neighbours,  Stc. 

When  of  all  her  old  friends  she  begins 
to  grow  shy. 

When  she  speaks  very  seldom,  and 
speaks  with  a  sigh  ; 

When,  tho’  witty  or  wise, she  appears 
like  a  dunce, 

And  folks  wonder  what’s  come  to  the 
girl  all  at  once,  ^ 

Sly  neighbours;' dec. 

But  oh,  when  the  wedding  ring  with 
her  unites 

This  handsome  young  man,  in  love’s 

blissful  delights,  . . 

She  enchants  all  her  friends,  laughs 
away  all  her  sighs, 

Seems  no  longer  a  dunce,  but  more 
witty  and  wise. 

Sly  neighbours  then  whisper,  *  How 
changed  since  the  day 
She  appear’d  to  us  all  in  a  very  bad 
way.’ 

The  queer  little  man. 

[Music  at  Ransford’s.] 

A  very  little  man,  very  ^how  came 
-you  so,’ 

Went  home  on  a  dingy  night; 


It  was  past  twelve  o’clock.  He’d  • 
long  way  to  go. 

And  he  walked  l&e  a  crab,  left  and 
right. 

At  the  corner  of  a  lane,  quite  a  lonely 
retreat, 

He  saw  something  tall  and  as  whiter 
as  a  sheet;  '  ^ 

He  shook  and  he  shivered,  .  ^ 

Hia  teeth  chattered,  and  lips  qelv« 
eredj  ^ 

And  with  fear  at  wMl  as  fuddling,  he 
stagger’d  to  and  fro, 

This  queer  little  man  who’d  a  great 
wap  to  go*  '  ^ 

TlUs  queer  little  man  then  fell  on 
bit  kneea. 

With  fright  you’ll  suppose  half 
dead : 

And  as  on  it  he  looked,  it  o’ertopped 
the  trees, 

And  had  two  scaucer  eyes  in  its 
head. 

Whenavery  deathlike  voice  said.  In  ' 
a  very  drear  tape, 

*  With  me  you  must  go,  for  your 
^grave’s  nearly  done,’ 

He  shook  and  be  shivered,  [ered. 

His  teeth  chattered,  and  lips  quiv* 

Then  be  cried,  'Oh,  good  hobgoblin,  I 
pray  your  mercy  show 

To  a  queer  little  man  who’s  a  long 
way  to  go. 

The  queer  little  man  he  fdl  fiat  as  a 
fiaiL 

2  great  explosion  heard  he  ; 

And  jumped  np  in  a  crack,  for  a 
cracker  at  his  tail 

Set  him  capering  just  like  a  parched 
pea. 

Ftom  around  the  goblin’s  head  burst 
some  long  streams  of  fire, 

And  the  cracker  once  spimt,  left  him 
sprawling  in  the  mire. 

Some  wags  (’twas  a  wacker ) 

Thus,  with  turnip,  squib,  and 
cracker. 

Cured,  through  fear  of  all  his  fbd- 
dling,  completely,  yon  must 
know. 

This  queer  little  man  who’d  a  long 
way  to  go. 


A  joung  lady’s  **  No  1” 

What  I  ask  me  at  mce,  and  for  ever, 


To  sever  the  fond  ties  of  kindm. 
And  trust  to  your  love  and  yonr 
truth  I 

Perhaps,  never  more  to  revisit 
The  haunts  of  my  happiest  years ; 
Or  those  whose  kind  friendship  has 
cheer’d  me, 

When  sorrow  has  wakened  my 
tears. 

I’ll  try,  when  a  few  years  pass  over, 

I  Wherever  you  wisn  me  to  go ; 

But  old  ties  so  sweetly  enthrall  mc^ 
That  now  1  can  only  say  No  I” 

j  Ob  I  start  not  away  in  such  anger. 
Nor  call  me  inconstant  unkind; 
And  leave  me  not  just  at  tbismomeiil. 
For  scarcely  I  know  my  own  mind. 
I  wish  not  to  fail  inrmy  c^mise. 

To  banish  for  yon  each  regret 
To  leave  the  sweet  scenes  of  my  ailld« 
hood, 

That  never  my  heart  can  forget. 

I  would  not,  if  possible,  grieve  yon ; 
My  feelings,  perhaps,  yon  may 
guess ; 

O’erwhelm’d  by  con  tending  affectionib 
I  said  No”— but  I  think  I  meauL 

w  Ye*  1*1  ^ 


